mumbled sounds .of anticipatory concern, and he sat
well forward on the seat with his feet drawn under
him, clutching the door with one hand and a lump of
shirt on his chest with the other as the car moved down
the drive. They passed through the gates and on to
the road, and still he sat hunched forward on the seat,,
The car gained speed? and with a sudden "convulsive
motion he caught his hat just as it blew off his head*

"I 'speck dis is fur enough, ain9t it?" he suggested,,
raising his voice. He pulled his hat clown on his head,
but when he released it he had to clutch wildly at it
again,, and he removed it and clasped it beneath his
arm, and again his hand fumbled at his breast and
clutched something beneath his shirt. "I got to weed
dat bed dis mawninV he said, louder still "Please,
suh, Mist9 Bayard," he added, and his wizened old body
sat yet further forward on the seat and he cast quick,
covert glances at the steadily increasing rush of the
roadside growth.

Then Bayard leaned forward and Simon watched
his forearm tauten, and then they shot forward on a
roar of sound like blurred thunder. Earth, the un-
believable ribbon of the road, crashed beneath them
and away behind into mad dust, and the roadside
greenery was a tunnel rigid and streaming and un-
broken. But he said no word, made no other sound, and
, when Bayard glanced the cruel derision of his teeth at
him presently, Simon knelt on the floor, his old disrepu-
table hat under his arm and his hand clutching a fold
of his shirt on his breast. Later Bayard glanced at him
again, and Simon was watching him and the blurred
irises of his eyes were no longer a melting, pupilless
brown: they were red* and in the blast of wind they
were unwinking and in them was that mindless phos-
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